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ingenious, the most learned, he who was their unquestioned
chief, Cyrus Harding was, alas! missing, and his body had
not even obtained a burial-place.
Thus passed the 2$th of March. Night had come on.
Outside could be heard the howling of the wind and the
monotonous sound of the surf breaking on the shore. The
waves rolled the shingle backwards and forwards with a
deafening noise.
The reporter retired into a dark corner after having
shortly noted down the occurrences of the day; the first
appearance of this new land, the loss of their leader, the
exploration of the coast, the incident of the matches, &a;
and then overcome by fatigue, he managed to forget his
sorrow in sleep. Herbert went to sleep directly. As to
the sailor, he passed the night with one eye on the fire, on
which he did not spare fuel. But one of the castaways did
not sleep in the cave. The inconsolable, despairing Neb,
notwithstanding all that his companions could say to
induce him to take some rest, wandered all night long on
the shore, calling on his master.